zZA'Iuch a doe 

A thoufaml bluflung apparitions, 

To dart into her facc.a thoujand innocent (hames, 

In angel whitcnefTc beate away thofe blufhes. 

And in her eie there hath appeard a fire, 

T o burne the errors that thefe princes hold 
Againft her maiden truth:call me a foole, 

Truft not mv reading, nor my obferuations. 

Which with experimental feale doth warrant 
The tenure of my bookeUruft not my age, 

JMy reuerencejCallingjiior diuinitie, 

] f this fweete ladie lie not guiltlefle here, 

Vnder fome biting errour, 

Lecnato Frier, it cannot be. 

Thou feed that a! the grace that Ore hath left. 

Is, that fhc will not adde to her damnation, 

A finneof periury,(hcnot denies it: 

"Why feekfi thou then to couer with excufc. 

That which appeares in proper nakednefte? 

Trier Lady,whatmanis he you are accufdc of? 

Hero T hey know that do accufe me, 1 know none, 

If I know more of any man aliuc 

Then that which maiden modeflv doth warrant. 

Let all my fumes lacke mcrcie,0 my father, 

Prouc you that any man with me conuerft, 

A t hourcs vnmeetCjOr that I vefternight 
Maintairid the change of words with any creature, 
Rcfufe m e ,hr,te me, torture me to death. 

Frier There is fome Orange mifprifion in theprinces. 

Bene. Two ofthem haue the very bent of honour, 

A n d if their vvifedomes be milled in this. 

The praflifeof it hues in Iohn the Ballard, 

Whole fpirites tovle in frame of villanics. 

Leomio 1 know not, if they (peake but truth of her, 
Thefe hands (hall teare her , ifthey wrongher honour, 
The pvowdeft of them Oral wel heare of it. 

Time hath not yet fo dried this bloud of mine, 

Nor age fo cate vp my inucution. 


about Nothing, 

Kor Fortune made fuch hauockc of my mcanes, 

FJormy bad lifcreftmefo much offriends. 

But they (hall find awakte in fuch a kind. 

Both (Length oflimbe,and policy of mind, 

Ability in mcanes, and choife offriends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

Frier PauTe awhile, 

And let my counfcll fwav you in this cafe, 

Your daughter here the princelT'c (left for dead,) 

Let her awhile be fccretiy kept in, 

And publith it, that (he is dead indeede, 

JVhintainc a mourning o Mentation, 

And on your families old monument, 

Hang mourneful epitaphes,and do all rites. 

That appertaine vnto a buriall. 

Lcor,. What lhall become offhis? what will this do? 

Frier Mary this well caried, fhal! on her bchalfe,, 

Change (launder to remorfejthat is fome good. 

But not for that dreame I on this ftrangc courfe, 

But on this trauaile looke for greater birth: 

She dving,as it muft be (b maintaind, 

Vpon the inftant that (lie was accufde, 

Shalbe lamented, pittied, and excufdc 
Of eucry hearenfor it fo falls out, 

That what we haue, we prize not to the worth, 

Whiles we cnioy it, but being lackt and loft. 

Why then we racke the valew,then we find 
The vertue that poilcfiion w'ould not (hew vs 
Whiles it was ours,fo will it fare with Claudio: 

When hee dial! heai e fhe died vpon his words, 

Th Jdaea of her life (hall fvveetly creepe, 

Into his ftudv of imagination, 

And euery louely Organ of her life. 

Shall come apparelld in more precious habite, 

Moremoouing delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eie and profpeft of his foule 
1 hen wh en (he liude indcechthen (hall he mourne , 
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